96               AFTER    THESE     MANY     QUESTS
did not feel at all seriously ill, if it had not been for tl: infernal lump of dough. And now I was irrevocably co mitted, and lying on the slab, I did not even feel in the le* frightened.
So this was what it was like to die. A trumpet-shap object was put over my face, and a soft voice sa "Count ..."
I awoke to find myself propped up in bed. The dull pa had not gone, not altogether. Only now there was anotli pain, a sharper one. I was intensely surprised to be st alive, and, at first, distinctly relieved. Then I made t hideous discovery that something was protruding from n side. It was a drainage tube.
Sitting still was uncomfortable; moving was not mere uncomfortable but almost impossible. I reflected bitter that my second condition was worse than the first. So I s day after day, night after night, sleepless, still unable to e£ my temperature persistently above normal. The litt Eurasian nurses tended me lovingly. My friends came see me in a mournful procession, trying to conceal the concern. One pretended that he had only come to borrc my one-eyed horse.
A patient in the bed opposite died. They had had a scree round his bed for some time, and that was a bad sign. Con to think of it, they had a screen round my bed, too. IVi amusements were strictly limited and localised. I wi particularly fascinated by the curious methods of the ham who was supposed to clean the floor every morning. He lu a rag tied on a piece of string. lie dipped this in water ar. flicked it about the tessellated floor.
Grand Guignol diversion was supplied by a puce patiei a few beds away who was tormented by pink elephants an blue devils. The Major, a most likeable and conscientioi man, saw me twice a day and was plainly anxious. I suspe< now that he was a clever psychologist as well as a surgeo] One morning he studied my temperature chart more eari
t.VlO.n    llClin]        Putfinn-   it    /l.<-viirii    4-V,/-vi,,Y.V,^,,11,r      1-.^    ™;/l    J